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LOVE  LIGHTS 


MY  LOVE 


I  thought  my  love  would  be  as  poppy  flame, 
Or  glow  of  crimson  skies  before  the  day; 
But  now  I  find  my  love  ...  at  last  it  came  .  . 
A  bird  that  soars  and  sings  upon  its  way. 

I  thought  my  love  would  be  a  blinding  light, 
Daring  and  passionate  and  strange  for  me; 
But  I  have  found  my  love  as  a  bird's  flight  .  . 
I  know  the  high  free  space  of  ecstasy. 

SEPARATION 

You  have  not  gone  so  very  far  away, 

I  see  a  stir  of  sunlight  on  the  grass, 

A  flitting  shadow  where  I  watch  you  pass  .  .  . 

You  have  not  gone  so  very  far  away. 

You  have  not  gone  so  very  far  away, 
A  moment  comes  unsought  and  memory  brings, 
The  day  is  ours,  the  lonely  years  take  wings  .  . 
You  have  not  gone  so  very  far  away. 

LITTLE  JOYS 

Little  Joys  have  come  to  me, 
Born  of  little  things; 
Lo  .  .  .  I  give  them  answering  .  .  . 
My  spirit  sings. 
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Little  Joys  have  gone  from  me, 
My  great  Love  has  come; 
Lo  .  .  .  I  would  be  welcoming  .  .  . 
My  lips  are  dumb. 


A  LETTER  .  .  . 

I  am  alone 
Here  in  my  room 
With  my  musing; 
The  hour  is  dusk 
And  my  thoughts 
Are  running 

As  ripples  run  along  waters 
When  the  moon 
Has  touched  them 

With  the  magic  of  shimmering  silver. 

I  like  to  think  of  them 
Leaping  and  darting 
Hither  and  away 
Lost 

On  the  far  shores  of  the  Forever  .  .  . 

Thoughts  of  moonlight 

And  of  mystery, 

Spun  of  a  silver  wonder 

Known  only  for  an  hour  .  .  . 

I  think  of  the  Dawn 

Stirring  to  the  first  warm  light  of  the  day 
As  one  stirs 

Before  a  new  rapture  .  .  . 
The  Dawn 

Opalescent  and  fragrant 
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Lifting  from  the  languor  of  her  dreams 

To  trail  her  beauty 

Beneath 

The  wide  canopy  of  the  sky. 

Somewhere  out  of  the  hush 

A  bird  calls  .  .  . 

And  the  echo 

Stirs  through  the  stillness 

Quivers 

And  vibrates  .  .  . 
Soars 

And  is  lost  to  the  Heavens. 

When  a  bird  sings 

At  the  Dawn 

And  the  hour 

Hold  in  its  passing 

The  ecstasy  of  Life  .  .  . 

I  love  you! 

I  think  of  the  Dusk 

Trembling  at  the  brink  of  the  night 

As  one  trembles 

Before  a  sought  Joy  .  .  . 

The  Dusk 

Limitless  and  high  lifted 
Singing  in  a  soft  wonder  of  praise 
Before  the  dim  altar 
Of  the  stars. 

Somewhere  out  of  the  silence 
A  heart  calls 
And  the  echo 

Flows  through  the  spaces, 
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Tingles 

And  calls  again 
Touches 

The  muted  strings  of  another. 

When  a  heart  cries 
At  the  Dusk 
And  the  hour 
Holds  in  its  passing 
The  unspoken  miracle  of  the  spirit  .  .  . 
I  love  you! 

I  wait  here  alone 

Wrapped  in  the  mantle  of  my  musing 
Folded  in  the  arms  of  the  Forever; 
And  in  this  hour 
Precious  to  me 

And  fraught  with  a  living  beauty  .  .  . 
I  love  you! 

Out  beyond  this  night  .  .  . 
Farther  than  the  rim  of  the  sky, 
Higher  than  the  glow  of  the  stars, 
Deeper  than  the  echo 
Of  a  heart  calling  .  .  . 
There  in  the  mystery 
And  the  attained 
Of  the  Eternal  .  .  . 

/  love  you! 


TRIUMPH 

Oh  I  have  held  fair  roses  in  my  hands, 
And  they  have  turned  to  ashes  with  the  days; 
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Oh  I  have  followed  Fairies  by  far  lands 

And  lost  my  dreams  along  earth's  blinding  ways. 

Oh  I  have  stood  alone  at  break  of  morn, 
To  watch  high  soaring  birds  upon  the  wing; 
And  now  I  know  that  from  my  grief  is  born 
This  power  to  make  my  love  a  deathless  thing, 

TO  .  .  . 

You  only  touch  my  hand  with  yours  in  passing, 

And  Lo  .  .  .  my  day  is  bright; 

You  only  give  a  smile  to  me  at  leaving 

And  stars  glow  through  my  night. 

You  only  speak  a  word  to  me  in  kindness, 
I  bow  before  my  cross; 

My  broken  prayer  is  pity  for  your  blindness, 
My  grief  is  for  your  loss. 

GIFTS 

God  .  .  .  thou  hast  made  the  world  so  beautiful, 
A  flock  of  birds  on  pinions  fleet  and  strong, 
Then  though  it  were  not  yet  enough  to  soar, 
Gave  to  them  song. 

God  .  .  .  thou  hast  made  the  world  so  beautiful, 
A  bower  of  June  with  roses  gay  abloom, 
Then  though  it  were  not  yet  enough  to  grow, 
Gave  them  perfume. 

God  .  .  .  thou  hast  made  the  world  so  beautiful, 
A  million  beings  .  .  .  soul  their  priceless  gem, 
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Then  though  it  were  not  yet  enough  to  live, 
Gave  Love  to  them. 

VISION 

To-night  the  silent  world  teems  with  the  wonder 
Of  days  which  used  to  be; 
And  I  would  break  the  bars  of  years  asunder 
To  bring  you  back  to  me. 

To-night  my  every  thought  is  outward  drifting 

To  your  abiding  place; 

As  here  alone  a  prayer  is  upward  lifting, 

I  seek  to  find  your  face. 

To-night  my  voice  across  the  world  is  calling, 
Waiting  for  you  to  hear; 
And  you  perchance  may  see  a  shadow  falling, 
And  pause  to  think  me  near. 

To-night  my  great  desire  is  wayward  winging, 
I  seek  you,  Love,  afar; 

And  you  may  give  your  voice  to  some  sweet  singing, 
And  yearn  to  touch  ...  a  star. 

To-night  the  silent  world  teems  with  the  wonder 
Of  days  which  used  to  be; 

Ah  ...  I  would  break  the  bars  of  years  asunder 
To  bring  you  back  to  me. 

MEMORIES 

You  loved  the  morn  when  the  grass  was  wet, 
The  first  faint  touch  of  the  day  astir, 
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Rising  mist  and  the  world  a  blur  .  .  . 
There  is  so  much  I  can  never  forget. 

You  loved  the  dusk  ere  the  sun  had  set, 
The  last  low  lights  of  the  day  afar, 
Purple  mist  and  a  shy  pale  star  .  .  . 
There  is  so  much  I  can  never  forget. 

COMPENSATION 

Touch  me  with  your  hand. 

I  am  alone  ... 

See  I  need  you  now 

Dear  heart  .  .  .  my  own  .  .  . 

Touch  me  with  you';  hand. 

Touch  me  with  your  thoughts; 
Many  the  miles  between, 
Ah  but  the  soul  hath  found 
More  than  the  eye  hath  seen  .  .  . 
Touch  me  with  your  thoughts. 

Touch  me  with  your  love; 
I  am  afraid, 
Long  is  the  way  I  go, 
Dear  one,  lend  your  aid  .  .  . 
Touch  me  with  your  Love. 

TWO  LOVES 

A  smile  within  my  heart, 
A  song  for  every  call, 
A  blossom  in  the  grass, 
My  love  for  all. 
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A  sob  which  none  has  heard, 
A  whisper  low  and  true, 
A  rose  with  dew  drops  kissed, 
My  love  for  you. 

DAWN 

Dawn  comes  a-wisting  robed  in  rosy  light 

Yet  half  afraid 

That  she  has  strayed 

Into  a  realm  beloved  the  best  by  Night. 

Joy  comes  a-wooing  from  her  gay  domain 
To  find  it  so 
Long  .  .  .  long  ago 

Great  Love  was  taught  to  me  by  tender  Pain 


TOUCH 

Christ,  you  are  most, 
And  understand 
My  present  need  .  .  . 
A  human  hand. 

Christ,  you  are  wise, 
In  distant  space 
You  see  my  prayer  .  .  . 
A  friendly  face. 

Christ,  you  will  give, 
From  Life's  wide  mart 
For  my  long  way  .  .  . 
A  kindred  heart. 
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IF 


You  came  to  me  with  your  loving, 
You  saw  not  my  eyes  were  wet, 
You  pleaded  for  one  day  together, 
One  day  .  .  .  and  then  to  forget. 

Oh  I  would  take  such  a  day  Love, 
From  Dawn  'til  the  sun  had  set, 
And  live  it  apart  .  .  .  together  .  .  . 
One  day  ...  if  I  could  forget. 


TO  BUTTERFLY 

I  go  out 
So  often 

To  walk  the  crowded  streets 

With  countless  others, 

And  I  feel 

So  many  times 

All  about  me 

Old  customs  and  conventions  like  a  bondag 

I  want  then 

To  run  away 

From  the  wide  world 

And  cover  my  ears 

Against 

That  ceaseless  murmur  of  Mankind, 
Waiting 

To  be  heard  .  .  . 
Waiting 

To  be  soothed  and  stirred  and  uplifted. 
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Only 

When  I  return 
I  find  it  here, 
Your  laughter 
And 

Your  Love 

Ready  to  enfold  me. 

And  I  know 

In  the  gentleness  of  your  voice, 
The  warmth  of  your  welcome, 
Your  arms  always  ready  to  receive  me, 
I  know 

The  fluttering  wings 

Of  your  Butterfly  spirit. 

And  in  this  return 

I  feel  it  afresh 

This  great  beating  desire 

To  lift  my  spirit 

With  yours 

Soaring  .  .  .  soaring  .  .  .  soaring! 

DREAMS 
Once 

Oh  it  was  long  ago  .  .  . 

So  very  long  ago 

I  have  almost  forgotten  .  .  . 

There  was  a  dream 

I  found  it 

Took  it  for  my  own 
Hid  it  close  to  my  heart, 
Lived  it 
Gloriously ! 
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There  was  a  garden  .  .  . 

A  bower  of  fragrance 

A  sweet  vale  of  wonder 

A  Paradise  of  delight. 

And  into  this  garden 

Where  I  wandered 

In  sunlight 

And  wind  magic, 

Love  came  to  dwell  with  me 

To  whisper  her  secret, 

To  offer  me 

The  breathless  beauty  of  her  being 

And  I  said  to  my  love 
As  we  roamed 

In  the  sweet  by-paths  of  my  garden 
Let  us  go  to  the  gate, 
The  gate 

Close  to  the  roadside, 
Where  all  the  world 
In  passing 
May  see  us 

Standing  there  together. 

That  was  my  dream 
As  I  knew  it 

Long  ago  ...  so  very  long  ago 
I  had  almost  forgotten. 

Now  Love  has  found  me: 

Touched  me 

Out  of  the  darkness: 

Claimed  me 

Out  of  the  silence: 

Bound  me 
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Out  of  the  Forever: 
My  Love  .  .  . 

A  secret  thing  ...  a  hidden  loveliness  longing  to  seek 
the  light. 

Only  in  this  vast  mystery, 

In  this  ever  filled  .  .  .  ever  emptying  void, 

Could  I  have  come  to  know 

The  endless  miracle 

Of  the  Night 

Crowned  by  the  splendor 

Of  the  stars. 

MIRACLE 
Life  .  .  . 

So  full  of  miracles 
I  have  found  it! 
So  brimful 
Of  surprise 

And  the  warm  wonder  of  birth! 
Life 

That  realization 
That  ecstasy 
That  miracle 
Above  all  life. 

There  is  the  dawn 
As  it  comes 

Born  out  of  the  darkness, 
Born  out  of  the  mystery 
And  the  power 
Of  an  invisible  vastness: 
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The  Dawn 
So  radiant, 
So  rapturous 
That  the  stars 
Bow 

In  endless  devotion 

Before  the  overwhelming  beauty 

Of  light. 

Out  of  the  Unknown, 

Your  Love, 

You  have  come  to  me, 

Waking  to  a  new  realization  that  Dawn  within  me, 

Flinging 

Your  Love 

In  a  flooding  of  sunlight  upon  me. 

Life  .  .  .  that  miracle  .  .  . 

Of  spirit 

Poised  to  spirit : 

Love 

Fearless  and  breathless 

For  a  far  flight  into  the  Forever. 


A  LETTER  .  .  .  TO  A  BELOVED  ONE 
I  wonder 

Have  you  ever  walked  by  the  seashore 

And  watched 

Countless  little  children 

Playing  in  the  sand; 

They  make  so  many  things 

Castles  .  .  .  and  birds  .  .  .  and  round  cookies, 

Funny  faces  even, 

Out  of  the  damp  earth. 
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I  was  always  like  that  .  .  . 

Years  and  years 

Oh  I  have  been  making 

Out  of  the  clay  of  the  hours 

An  image 

Beautiful! 

I  have  taken  so  many  things: 
Bits  of  laughter 
And  glistening  tears 
To  mould 

Into  this  thing  Immortal. 
And  now  I  know 
In  it 

Is  the  shining  of  the  stars, 
The  song  of  far  seas, 
The  fragrance  of  endless  flowers, 
The  miracle  of  a  mind 
Forever  dauntless. 

And  I  have  taken  this  thing 
Of  my  creating 
To  set  it 

Upon  a  high  place  of  the  world, 
That  some  in  passing 
May  see  it  lifted  .  .  . 
Lifted  .  .  . 

This  strange,  wonderful  thing  .  . 
My  spirit! 

I  beg  of  you 
That  in  your  Love 
You  let 

No  shadow  fall  upon  it; 
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That  in  your  Love 

You  leave  no  dark  stain  upon  its  glowing; 

That  in  your  Love 

Do  not  strike  out  blindly 

And  knock  it  in  one  moment 

To  the  dust. 

I  hold  it  high 
This  thing 
I  have  striven 
To  create  .  .  . 
Hold  it 

Invincible  .  .  .  Immortal  .  .  . 
Yet 

I  am  not  so  sure 

That  once  it  had  fallen  .  .  . 

Oh  I  am  not  so  sure 

That  I  could  make 

A  new  vision  .  .  . 

A  new  ideal  .  .  . 

Out  of  the  pieces. 


TO  ONE 

Love,  I  dream  that  when  you  call 
Low  along  the  years  and  sweet, 
1  shall  come  to  lay  my  heart 
Down  before  your  feet. 

Love,  I  dream  that  when  I  kneel 
You  will  take  the  heart  of  me, 
Lift  it  by  your  power  to  know 
Wide,  white  ecstasy. 
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LINES 


The  day  goes  out  through  the  deeps  and  the  darkness 
of  night, 

Past  the  sun  flush  and  the  purple  passion  of  twilight, 
Into  aeons  which  silent  have  waited  her  coming 
Forever. 

Thus  I  go  out  from  your  days,  poignant  and  lonely, 
Past  your  good-bye,  your  hand  grasps,  your  thoughts  still 
unuttered, 

Into  the  years  of  the  soul  which  Love  has  moulded 
Immortal. 

SUBMISSION 

I  would  not  call  you  back  to  me 
I  would  not  speak  your  name, 
To  halt  you  on  the  ways  you  go  .  .  . 
It  is  enough  you  came. 

I  would  not  call  you  back  to  me 

Nor  would  I  give  you  blame, 

That  you  have  turned  from  me  to  go  .  .  . 

It  is  enough  you  came. 

TO  ONE 

There's  not  an  hour  of  dark  and  starless  night, 
But  there's  an  hour  of  dawn  sun-warmed  and  bright; 
There's  not  a  flower  that  fades,  another  bloom 
Opens  its  heart  to  new  and  rare  perfume. 

There's  not  a  bird  that  falls  to  fly  no  more 
A  wee  one  flutters  wings  prepared  to  soar; 

[18] 


There's  not  a  pain  Life  brings  the  heart  of  me 
But  Love  is  near  to  fold  it  tenderly. 

TO  A  LOVED  ONE 

You  ask  that  I  should  sing  of  Love, 
Songs  to  a  changeful  summer  sky; 
But  I  would  sing  of  other  things 
And  let  my  Love  pass  by. 

You  ask  that  I  should  sing  of  Love. 
My  lips  are  sealed  .  .  .  my  eyes  are  wet ; 
Ah  ...  I  would  give  my  music  wings 
If  my  lost  Love  I  could  forget. 

SOME  HOUR 

Some  hour  when  pearl  touched  mists  of  grey  are  lifting, 
And  day  steps  forth  to  full  command, 
Perhaps  to  you  will  come  the  Dream  a-drifting, 
Some  hour,  dear  love  .  .  .  you  will  understand. 

Some  noon  when  high  the  molten  sun  is  burning, 
And  day  is  laughing  through  the  land, 
Perhaps  to  you  will  come  the  Dream  returning, 
Some  hour,  dear  love  .  .  .  you  will  understand. 

Some  eve  when  dusk  across  the  sky  is  stealing, 
And  life  in  farewell  holds  your  hand, 
Perhaps  to  you  will  come  the  Dream  revealing, 
Some  hour,  dear  love  .  .  .  you  will  understand. 

YOU  ARE  AWAY 
You  are  away: 

I  watch  a  flock  of  birds  soaring  from  sight, 
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And  oh  .  .  .  my  spirit  yearns  for  their  far  flight 
Across  the  wide  white  hours  of  the  day, 
You  are  away  from  me  .  .  .  you  are  away. 

You  are  away; 

I  hear  the  winds  light  step  along  the  road, 
And  sweet-faced  dreams  draw  near  to  my  abode 
In  twilight  shades,  to  cool  a  land  sun-burned  .  .  . 
You  have  returned  to  me  .  .  .  you  have  returned. 

LINES 

The  more  I  look  to  stars,  the  more 
You  live  for  me  in  nighted  space; 
The  more  I  look  to  stars,  the  more 
I  seem  to  see  your  face  .  .  .  your  face. 

The  more  I  look  to  life,  the  more 
I  can  all  pain  and  grief  forgive; 
The  more  I  look  to  life,  the  more 
I  know,  dear  soul,  you  live  .  .  .  you  live. 

The  more  I  look  to  God,  the  more 

I  fain  would  seek  Time's  postern  gate; 

The  more  I  look  to  God,  the  more 

I  know,  dear  soul,  you  wait  .  .  .  you  wait. 

VISION 

I  have  known  ecstasy, 

Beautiful 

Rose  robed 

And  banded  with  gold  and  purple, 
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The  bright  ribbons 
Caught 

From  the  sunset. 
I  have  known  ecstasy 
And  in  that  hour 
I  have  lifted 
My  palms  upward 
And  felt  upon  them 
The  soft  singing 
Of  the  silence. 

I  have  known  despair, 

Strange 

Dark  dressed 

And  wearing  splendidly  the  crown 

Of  her  Sorrow 

Studded  with  stars  .  .  . 

Symbols  of  grief  grown  greater  than  Grief. 

I  have  known  despair 

And  in  that  moment 

I  have  lifted 

My  face  upward 

And  felt  upon  my  eyelids 

The  far  light 

Of  the  immortal  shining  of  the  soul. 

Out  of  my  ecstasy 

Its  beauty  .  .  . 

Out  of  my  despair 

Its  power  .  .  . 

There  has  been  wrought 

The  glory 

And  the  strength, 

The  majesty 
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And  the  limitless  beauty 
Of  an  eternal  Vision. 

Even  though  the  sun 

Goes  down, 

And  the  stars  fall 

From  their  high  places, 

Even  though  the  silences 

Cease 

From  their  singing 
And  my  soul 

Wanders  away  from  the  world 
Lost 

To  the  lingering  loveliness  of  Life, 
Blinded 

By  that  fierce  flame  of  the  Forever, 
I  shall  not  lose 
That  vision 
Of  destiny 

Shaped  from  the  singing 
And  the  sobbing 
Of  the  Ages. 

Since 

You  have  come  to  me 

As  one  who  bears 

High  lifted  and  strong, 

Hopes 

Aspirations 

Dreams 

Ideals  .  .  . 

A  vendor  of  Visions; 

And  since  you  have  come  to  me 

Thus  .  .  . 

I  lift  my  face 
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Lips  laughing; 
I  lift  my  soul 
Wide  winging 
Knowing 

That  nothing  of  the  years 
Nothing  of  disaster 
Or  of  Joy, 

Nothing  out  of  the  aeons 
Of  triumph 
Or  tragedy 

Can  lose  to  me  the  marvel 
And  the  strength 
And  the  rapture 
Of  your  coming 
Dear  Beautiful. 
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FIRE  LIGHTS 


PILGRIMAGE 


Oh  I  would  take  the  winding  road 
To  the  horizon's  far  white  gate; 
Oh  I  would  seek  the  world  to  know 
Why  Youth  is  gay  and  Age  must  wait. 

Oh  I  would  search  the  hearts  of  men 
Where  Loves  are  born  and  where  Loves  die; 
Ere  I  would  send  my  soul  along 
The  Rainbow  Bridge  into  the  sky. 

FANCIES 

Color  of  cloud  at  the  twilight, 
Set  of  sun  in  the  sky; 
Color  of  soul  as  the  long  night 
Folds  me  about  ere  I  die. 

Beauty  of  star-scattered  spaces, 
Worlds  and  the  years  swinging  on; 
Beauty  of  soul  as  it  traces 
Magical  colors  at  dawn. 

MOONGLOW 

The  moon  sheds  silver  on  the  walk, 
And  silver  on  the  sands, 
And  when  I  raise  my  palms,  the  moon 
Pours  silver  in  my  hands. 
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So  Life  Jays  beauty  on  the  land, 
And  beauty  on  the  sea, 
And  when  I  lift  my  soul,  then  Life 
Makes  Beauty  dear  to  me. 

I  AM 

Back 

Of  the  miracle 

Of  this  minute 

The  far  hush  of  the  years 

And 

The  endless  echo  of  the  Forever. 
Back 

Of  the  rapture 
Of  Dawn 

Trailing  the  horizon 

In  robes  of  rose 

And  amethyst, 

The  breath  of  Beauty 

Rising  in  the  white  mist  of  the  morn. 

Back 

Of  the  long  hot  hours  of  the  day, 
Spreading  across  wide  meadows, 
Running  along  waters, 
Reaching  deep  into  cities, 
In  all  growing  things 
The  pulse  of  Life  beating. 

Back 

Of  the  mystery 

Of  the  night, 

Of  the  waiting  silence, 
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The  low  light 

Of  a  swinging  star, 

There  in  the  unseen  vastness 

The  ecstasy  of  the  spirit. 

Out  of  the  breath  of  Beauty, 
And  the  pulse  of  Life  beating, 
Out  of  the  ecstasy  of  the  Spirit, 
Part  of  the  passing  moment  .  .  . 
/  am. 

Back  of  the  quiver 
Of  an  eyelid, 

The  quick  drawn  breath, 

The  reaching  out  of  hands  to  the  world, 

The  heart  singing, 

Back  of  this  visible  force  .  .  .  myself  .  . 
/  am 

The  Invisible  Inspiration  of  the  Infinite. 
VICTUS  .  .  . 

Oh  I  have  come  the  weary  road, 
And  I  have  climbed  the  toiling  days, 
And  I  have  borne  the  world's  vast  load, 
And  heard  the  world's  high  praise. 

Oh  I  must  ever  onward  go, 
The  heights  are  far  from  me, 
Some  hour  my  seeking  soul  shall  know 
Its  own  Eternity. 

A  MUSING 

I  do  not  ask  that  I  should  pass, 
With  pomp  and  trumpets  blaring,  by, 
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But  that  a  plot  of  waving  grass 
May  mark  the  spot  where  I  shall  lie. 

And  that  to  this  cool  dreamful  place, 
Hurt,  weary  ones  may  come  to  rest, 
And  in  the  boundless  hush  of  space 
Shall  find  those  Joys  I  loved  the  best. 

I  THOUGHT  I  KNEW 

I  thought  I  knew  Beauty: 

A  new-made  dawn 

Poised  as  a  bird 

For  a  far  flight  into  the  day; 

A  rose  blooming 

With  lips  of  perfume 

Lifted 

To  the  warm  sweet  kiss  of  the  sun : 
Dusk  .  .  .  limitless  and  silent 
Kneeling  before  the  stars 
In  worship  of  the  Forever. 

I  thought  I  knew  Beauty. 
Now 

I  stand  apart 

And  see  in  a  fleet  passing 

The  miracle 

Of  another  soul  .  .  . 

See  from  afar 

That  rapture 

Of  Love 

And  Life 

And  Death 

Upon  it! 
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Only  in  this  wordless  pain 
Is  that  endless  beginning 
Of  Beauty  .  .  .  within  me. 

ACHIEVEMENT  ...  TO  HELEN  KELLER 

Better  to  climb  the  steep  hill  of  Existence 
Than  to  watch  others  climb; 
Better  to  struggle  on  with  strong  persistence 
Than  to  lose  pace  with  Time. 

Better  to  reach  footsore  the  postern  portal 
Than  win  with  ease  the  goal; 
Better  to  know  though  weary,  torn  and  mortal, 
Mine  is  a  growing  soul! 

DESIRE 

Just  to  catch  a  vagrant  summer  breeze, 
To  feel  within  my  grasp  a  sunlit  gleam, 
To  raise  my  lips  and  find  an  answering  star, 
This  was  my  dream. 

Just  to  walk  the  wilderness  of  souls, 
To  wake  a  silvered  song  upon  life's  lyre, 
To  see  ahead  horizoned  earth  and  sky  .  .  . 
This  .  .  .  my  desire. 

LINES 

Time  has  beckoned  and  the  sun  has  passed 
A  regal  queen  beyond  the  twilight  bars, 
And  lest  the  world  less  beautiful  became 
Night  studs  her  sky  with  stars. 
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Life  has  called  you  from  me  and  you  passed 
A  high  lit  soul  that  as  a  star  shine  gleams, 
And  lest  my  days  less  beautiful  became 
Time  gives  me  old  dear  dreams. 

A  WINTER  SONG 

All  Fall  the  leaves  were  dropping  in  a  gold  and  crimson 
rain, 

To  roam  the  hills  and  hollows,  then  to  rustle  down  in 
sleep ; 

But  now  a  hush  has  fallen  where  the  snow  lies  white  and 
deep  .  .  . 

There  is  beauty  in  the  stillness  that  is  not  unlike  to  Pain. 

So  long  my  dreams  have  fallen  as  leaves  shake  from  the 
trees, 

And  I  have  watched  them  blown  by  me  to  distant  un- 
known ways; 

But  now  comes  lovely  winter  to  the  grey  and  barren 
days  .  .  . 

My  heart  has  ceased  its  yearning  and  is  white  with 
Memories. 

PILGRIMAGE 

Long  ways  I  have  journeyed, 
Valley  lands  and  steeps, 
Strange  ways  I  have  come  by, 
Sunny  heights  and  deeps. 

Long  ways  I  must  journey, 
Far  ...  far  out  the  goal, 
Strange  ways  I  must  take  yet, 
Ere  I  know  my  soul. 
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TO  A  FRIEND 


Across  the  sun  warmed  meadow  stretch, 
To  the  horizon's  far  blue  etch, 
Along  the  way  that  Joys  attend, 
I  would  go  with  you  gladly  .  .  .  friend. 

A-through  the  wood  of  shadow  place, 
Where  Sorrow  waits  with  sweet  white  face, 
And  Nature's  voices  plaintive  blend, 
I  would  go  with  you  trusting  .  .  .  friend. 

Unto  the  years  of  mystery, 

Unto  the  goal  which  waits  for  me, 

Weary  the  way  or  far  the  end, 

I  would  go  with  you  bravely  .  .  .  friend. 

RAINBOWS 

Sunlight  bursting  after  shower, 
Through  a  misting  glow, 
Prisms  for  the  world  a  dower  .  .  . 
Beautiful  rainbow. 

Sunshine  creeping  on  the  shower, 
This  ...  oh  glad  surprise, 
Spans  a  color  bridge  of  power 
Twixt  me  and  the  skies. 

THE  WOUND 

Once  there  was  a  wound 
Gashed  in  my  side, 
Wide  was  its  mark  and  deep 
Blood  red  and  new. 
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I  said  ...  I  will  go  out,  away  from  the  world, 

Into  the  desert  where  the  sun  burns  hot, 

Upon  the  sands,  upon  the  solitudes, 

Into  the  desert  where  the  sun  will  burn 

Upon  the  desolation  of  my  being. 

Apart  ...  I  shall  forget  the  wound  in  my  side. 

It  was  not  so  .  .  .  back  to  the  world  I  went, 

And  in  the  moving  mart  of  many  faces, 

Amid  the  tread,  the  touch,  the  toil  of  man, 

I  found  a  task  to  keep  my  hands  busied, 

A  work  to  wake  the  numbness  of  my  soul. 

Through  work,  work,  Work  and  Time,  the  wound  is  healed. 

Once  there  was  a  wound, 
Now  but  a  scar; 
Only  when  I  press  on  the  mark 
It  is  sore. 


FOR  SOME 
For  some 

A  little  hope  and  granted; 
For  some 

A  garden  plot  and  planted, 
A  way  off  shade  and  sun, 
A  rest  when  day  is  done, 
A  Love  forever  won, 
For  some. 

For  some 

A  high  desire  ungranted; 
For  some 

A  barren  place  unplanted, 
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A  way  of  rock  and  steep, 
A  night  and  naught  of  sleep, 
A  Love  unclaimed  and  deep, 
For  some. 

For  some 

Slight  pleasures  and  light  cross, 
Full  measure  quaffed  .  .  .  their  loss. 

For  some 

The  perfect  power  of  pain, 
Unsated  thirst  .  .  .  their  gain. 

NEW  YEAR'S  EVE 

The  old  year  dies, 
Upon  my  hearth 
A  smouldering  fire: 
The  night  is  still, 
And  in  my  heart 
The  endless  ache. 

The  new  year  breathes, 
The  old  is  dead; 
But  change  has  wrought 
No  change  in  me, 
Still  in  my  heart 
The  endless  ache. 

What  matters  it, 
Since  years  must  die 
And  Time  takes  toll, 
Nor  quells  the  cry 
Of  one  alone  .  .  . 
If  Love  lives  on. 
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WINDS 


I  know  of  some  whose  lives  have  come  to  mine 
Like  a  soft  breeze  born  of  a  summer  shower; 
And  I  have  lifted  high  my  heart  to  know 
The  beauty  of  a  rainbow  colored  hour. 

But  you  have  come  to  me  as  a  strong  wind 

That  blows  full  free  from  storms  upon  my  face; 

And  you  have  sent  my  soul  as  gales  a  ship, 

Out  to  the  Unknown  .  .  .  out  ...  to  some  far  place. 

RAPTURE  AND  PAIN 

Something  akin  to  rapture  and  to  pain 

Closely  companions  me, 

An  unsought  mystery  .  .  . 

Something  akin  to  deep  loss  and  to  gain. 

Some  vague  far  vision  that  I  seek  to  capture, 

The  haunting  call  of  years, 

A  touch  when  God  appears, 

Perchance  may  be  the  meaning  of  this  rapture. 

Some  hidden  fettered  chains  that  bind  .  .  .  restrain, 

A  look  to  the  Beyond, 

This  flesh  robe  I  have  donned, 

Perchance  may  be  the  meaning  of  my  pain. 

Something  akin  to  rapture  and  to  pain 

Folds  me  about  this  hour, 

Strange  potential  power  .  .  . 

Something  akin  to  deep  loss  .  .  .  and  to  gain. 
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THE  ARTIST 


For  some  a  marble,  a  dream, 
A  figure  of  beauty  wrought; 
For  some  a  vision,  a  gleam, 
Immortalized  thought. 

For  some  a  touch  from  within, 
Rapture  of  soul  and  of  song: 
For  some  the  world  and  a  brush, 
Art  which  lives  long. 

For  me  a  handful  of  years, 
Shadow  and  sunlight  giving; 
Soul  ...  of  the  laughter  and  tears 
Make  me  a  master  in  living. 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

Night  is  singing  the  day  to  sleep, 

I  hear  her  song  in  the  wind  blown  weather; 

Night  is  singing  the  day  to  sleep 

As  we  take  tea  in  the  dusk  together. 

Memory  robed  in  her  violet  gown 

Trailing  in  mist  of  twilight  lace, 

Steals  through  the  gloom 

Of  the  shadowed  room, 

And  folds  me  within  her  warm  embrace. 

Time  soft  veiled  in  the  grey  of  years 
Tinged  with  a  flame  of  celestial  fire, 
Glides  in  the  gleam 
Of  a  golden  dream, 

And  touches  my  brow  with  her  lips  of  Desire. 
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Night  is  singing  the  day  to  sleep 

I  hear  her  song  in  the  wind  blown  weather; 

Night  is  singing  the  day  to  sleep 

As  we  take  tea  in  the  dusk  together. 

NUMBERS 

Not  just  one  rose  to  my  garden, 
But  countless  roses  abloom, 
Nodding  their  heads  in  the  sunlight, 
And  wafting  a  kiss  of  perfume. 

Not  just  one  joy  to  my  living, 
Many  the  joys  which  I  hold, 
Beauty  of  dawn  and  of  evening, 
Dreams  that  are  shy  to  unfold. 

Not  just  one  gift  to  my  giving, 
If  I  have  eased  one  of  pain, 
If  I  have  stilled  one  of  sobbing  .  .  . 
Grant  me  to  give  it  again. 

SYMPATHY 

I  asked  the  world  for  sympathy, 

My  cross  was  much  to  bear, 

The  days  were  long  and  weary, 

I  lived  for  my  despair; 

I  asked  the  world  for  sympathy  .  .  . 

And  the  world  did  not  care. 

I  ask  no  more  for  sympathy 
I  made  my  cross  a  crutch, 
I  heard  the  call  of  laughter 
And  answered  at  her  touch; 
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I  ask  no  more  for  sympathy  .  .  . 
And  the  world  gives  me  much. 

DUSK 

Snows  and  the  crisp  of  coldness 
The  close  of  a  winter  day; 
Gold  in  the  dusk  sky  streaming, 
Grey  and  a  gold  .  .  .  and  grey. 

Peace  and  the  hush  of  dreaming 
A  song  for  the  soul's  long  way, 
With  a  sob  to  follow  it  after, 
Grey  .  .  .  and  a  gold  .  .  .  and  grey. 

PARADISE 

Beyond  the  blue  expanse  of  sky, 
Beyond  the  pack  of  clouds  and  stars, 
I  wonder  shall  I  find  some  day 
The  gate  of  Heaven  with  pearly  bars. 

Beyond  the  grasp  of  circumstance, 
To  that  far  reach  no  eye  can  see, 
I  wonder  shall  I  find  one  day 
A  Heaven  within  the  soul  of  me. 

A  WISH 

I'd  like  to  take  the  break  of  morn, 
The  low  repeat  of  matin  prayer, 
The  grey  gold  of  the  dawning  born, 
And  weave  a  robe  for  you  to  wear. 
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I'd  like  to  take  the  twilight  flush, 
The  skies  aflame  ...  a  color  gem, 
And  something  of  the  evening  hush, 
To  round  for  you  a  diadem. 


MY  STAR 

Night  and  a  cloudless  sky, 
Silence  and  mystery  afar, 
Dark  .  .  .  but  gleaming  on  high, 
My  star. 

Pain  and  a  sobbing  alone, 
Space  and  ages  may  roll, 
Grief  .  .  .  but  stronger  has  grown 
My  soul. 

What  if  I  sleep  not  nor  dream, 
What  of  regret  and  a  scar, 
God  ...  if  I  follow  the  gleam, 
My  star. 


MEMORIES  .  .  . 

Nothing  but  memories, 
Gone  is  the  laughter, 
Gone  is  the  soul  song, 
Twilight  creeps  in. 

Nothing  but  memories, 
My  arms  are  empty, 
My  heart  is  breaking, 
Night  over  all. 
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Nothing  but  memories, 
Sweet  and  potential, 
Dear  and  sustaining, 
Dawn  cometh  on. 

Nothing  but  memories, 
Love  everlasting, 
Life  never  ended  .  .  . 
In  these  are  all  things. 

Nothing  but  memories, 
How  I  am  blessed, 
God  in  His  mercy 
Giveth  me  much. 

COMPANIONED 

You  did  not  speak  of  God  .  .  .  you  only  came 
When  I  was  lonely  and  made  glad  the  days, 
When  I  was  sad  and  showed  me  laughter's  ways. 

You  did  not  speak  of  God  .  .  .  you  spoke  perchance 
Of  soaring  birds  ...  of  song  ...  of  sudden  lights, 
Of  flowers  and  trees,  ...  of  silent  starlit  nights. 

You  did  not  speak  of  God  .  .  .  and  yet  I  know 
Somewhere  in  space  your  hands  have  touched  His  hands, 
You  are  to  me  as  one  who  understands. 

TO  FALSE  HOPE 

I  took  a  path  that  led  across  the  day, 

Sun  washed  it  was,  with  fragrances  replete; 

I  took  a  path  that  led  across  the  day 

Whilst  Hope  made  music  for  my  dancing  feet. 
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And  now  I  go  the  road  that  leads  through  night, 
Wind  blown  it  is,  with  perilous  stones  and  steep; 
And  now  I  go  the  road  that  leads  through  night, 
Hope's  song  to  silence  dies,  I  grope  and  weep. 

Ah  once  I  took  a  path  across  the  day, 
And  now  through  night  I  stumble  on  deterred; 
What  matters  it  if  Hope  has  turned,  away, 
Since  once  her  magic  music  I  have  heard? 

DECISION 

Hush  and  day's  end,  I  looked  out  to  the  East, 
Where  Night  in  robes  of  purple  softly  came, 
An  impulse  mine  ...  I  turned  unto  the  West, 
Violet  and  rose  and  gold  the  skies  aflame. 

Doubt  and  Life's  way,  I  look  out  from  a  pain, 
And  seem  to  see  my  soul  stripped  of  its  right; 
God  ...  is  the  world  a  space  in  which  to  turn 
From  towering  darkness  to  the  power  of  light? 

HOPE 

Morning  in  the  world, 

A  song  within  my  heart; 

And  after  morning  .  .  .  noon  .  .  . 

So  doth  the  day  depart. 

Night  a-through  the  world, 

A  sorrow  for  my  part; 

And  after  darkness  .  .  .  dawn  .  .  . 

The  song  within  my  heart. 
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ASPIRATION  ...  TO  HELEN  KELLER 


One  cried  ...  I  would  mount  to  the  heights  and  there 
Pour  down  my  treasures  to  the  world  below, 
That  some  might  upward  look  from  their  despair 
And  high  hope  come  to  know. 

But  you  have  cried  ...  I  seek  no  place  above, 
It  is  my  joy  to  walk  the  thronged  street, 
And  give  the  full  free  measure  of  my  love, 
To  all  I  chance  to  meet. 

DUSK 

Shadows  falling, 
Twilight  calling, 
Skies  of  amethyst, 
Moments  creeping, 
Birds  a-sleeping,  .  .  . 
This  the  hour  the  best. 

Peace  is  waking, 
Night  is  taking 
Day  unto  her  breast, 
Dreams  uplifting, 
My  soul  drifting 
Outward  to  a  rest. 

REST 

Day  with  its  work  and  care  has  left  me 
Weary  and  sore  opprest; 
Give  me  to-night  a  dreamless  slumber, 
I  would  forget  .  .  .  and  rest. 
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Life  with  its  longing  and  toil  has  spent  me 
Though  I  have  known  its  best; 
Give  me  to-night  a  dreamless  slumber, 
I  would  forget  .  .  .  and  rest. 
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III.    STAR  LIGHTS 


TO  ONE 


There  is  an  hour  of  rapture  star  enthroned, 

That  comes  along  the  border  of  the  night, 

In  purple  garments  which  the  gods  have  loaned  .  .  . 

A  holy  herald  to  the  power  of  light. 

So  I  have  found  star  spirits  brave  and  high, 
That  come  with  lamps  of  Hope  to  light  my  way, 
To  point  me  to  the  beauty  of  the  sky 
Before  the  far  flung  rapture  of  the  day. 

LINES 

Softly  has  come  the  morn  from  some  hushed  place 

Bearing  her  torch  on  high; 

Before  the  beauty  of  her  lifted  face 

Night  flees  across  the  sky. 

So  softly  have  you  come  from  silent  years 
Lifting  your  spirit's  light; 
And  Io  .  .  .  before  your  coming  all  my  fears 
Fade  as  the  star  with  night. 

A  PASSING 

Death  .  .  .  there  are  those  I  know  who  turn 
At  thy  last  calling  long  and  low, 
To  some  old  place,  to  some  sweet  face, 
Fear-filled  to  take  thy  hand  .  .  .  and  go. 
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Death  .  .  .  'tis  my  prayer  that  when  I  hear 
Thy  voice  along  the  road  which  dips 
Over  the  brim  of  hours  grown  dim, 
To  go  .  .  .  with  laughter  on  my  lips. 

THE  EVENING  STAR 

Far  in  the  blue  sea  of  the  sky, 
Where  waves  of  cloud  are  flung, 
In  some  lone  light-house  built  on  high 
The  evening  star  is  hung. 

And  I  have  set  my  ship  a-sail, 
My  ship  of  shining  dreams, 
It  matters  not  if  storms  prevail 
While  God's  own  watch  light  gleams. 

A  THOUGHT 

I  cannot  see  the  flowers  that  grow, 
Blown  fragrant  at  the  Spring, 
But  something  of  their  dark  I  know 
Before  the  blossoming. 

I  have  not  known  you  long  or  well, 
We  talked  one  passing  hour, 
But  something  in  my  heart  can  tell, 
You  made  your  grief  ...  a  flower. 

BRIDGES 

The  sun  has  built  a  bridge  across  the  deep, 
Of  golden  beams 
Prismed  with  dreams; 
And  this  I  know 
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Sun  girt  in  glow  .  .  . 

Life  too  shall  build  a  bridge  across  the  deep. 

THE  TEMPLE 

I  would  take  this  day 
As  it  has  come  to  me  .  .  . 
The  grey  gold 
Of  Dawn 

Reaching  out  in  worship 
To  the  Silence  .  .  . 
The  waking  moment 
Stirring 

To  the  far  languor  of  my  dreams. 

1  would  take  this  noon, 

This  throbbing  burning  noon  .  .  . 

A  miracle 

Of  endless  movement, 
A  masterpiece 
Created 

From  the  stir  and  the  struggle, 
From  the  work  and  the  wonder, 
From  the  power  and  the  passing 
Of  Life. 

I  would  take  this  dusk 
Violet  touched 
Sweet  scented 
Magical  .  .  . 
A  crown  of  stars 
Worn  proudly 

Upon  the  white  brow  of  this  day, 

A  royal  robe 

Folded 

About  the  warm  body  of  my  thoughts. 
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I  would  take  this  day 

As  one  would  take  unhewn  marble, 

And  fashion  it 

Into  a  pillar  of  Beauty  .  .  . 

A  portal 

To  place  before  the  temple  of  the  Eternal. 

So  into  this  temple 
Reared 

From  the  glory 
And  the  tragedy 
Of  Time, 

I  would  enter  softly 

To  lay  the  offering  of  my  spirit 

Upon  the  high  white  altar  of  Life. 

And  here, 

In  this  dim  place, 

In  this  sanctuary, 

In  this  miracle  of  the  Unknown, 

Love  would  find  me  .  .  . 

Speak  to  me  ... 

Touch  me  .  .  . 

Lift  me 

To  that  deathless  realization 
Of  a  universe 
Made  Beautiful. 

TREES 

They  stand, 
The  trees, 
Sentinels  of  Time, 
Their  leaves 
Quivering  in  a  beauty 
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Of  crimson  and  yellow  .  .  . 

Flaming 

Their  farewell 

To  a  world  before  its  Winter. 
Oh 

If  at  the  last 
1  might 
Robe  my  soul 
As  gloriously 
And  as  matchless 
As  these  trees. 

BIRTH 

I  love  to  dream  that  moments  straying 
All  magic  making 
Are  new  souls  waking 

While  Life  waits  near  in  mist  robes  praying. 

One  moment  rare  ...  all  bright  adorning 

Time's  diadem, 

One  matchless  gem  .  .  . 

Your  soul  awoke  to  greet  its  morning. 

DEATH 

I  love  to  dream  that  moments  blueing 

When  dusk  is  creeping 

Are  worn  souls  sleeping 

As  Death  draws  nigh  in  tender  wooing. 

One  moment  ...  all  of  deep  peace  knowing 

A  sunset  sky, 

One  sweet  good-bye  .  .  , 

Your  soul  moved  to  its  afterglowing. 
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VALE 


You  passed  through  one  dark  gate 
To  Sorrow's  land, 
Nor  could  I  waiting  there  .  .  . 
All  .  .  .  understand. 

I  passed  through  one  dark  gate 
To  deep  Despair, 
And  in  the  stillness  found 
God  .  .  .  waiting  there. 

And  you  within  that  Vale, 
This  is  my  prayer, 
Find  ere  the  time  is  long, 
God  .  .  .  waiting  there. 

COMPENSATION 

God  .  .  .  did  you  make  the  shadow  for  the  sun, 
And  did  you  dark  the  night  when  day  is  done, 
To  bright  the  stars  and  compensate  the  sun? 

God  .  .  .  did  you  make  the  silence  of  the  morn, 
And  did  you  breathe  a  hush  ere  night  is  born, 
To  still  in  peace  those  hearts  the  day  had  torn? 

God  .  .  .  have  you  given  me  the  bitterness, 
And  robed  my  task  in  Sorrow's  sombre  dress, 
That  I  might  know  the  more  Thy  great  caress? 

A  MUSING 

Moon  high  hung  in  the  night, 
Matchless  mystery  completing, 
Glory  of  soul  and  of  space 
Found  in  a  fathomless  meeting: 
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God  .  .  .  how  white  are  your  hands; 
White  .  .  .  and  outheld  for  my  greeting. 

Silence  a-throb  through  the  night, 
Measureless  mystery  of  being, 
Wonder  of  soul  and  of  hush 
Thought  that  is  still  at  its  freeing; 
God  .  .  .  how  tender  your  smile, 
Tender  .  .  .  and  touched  at  my  seeing. 

PRAYER 

Prayer  is  not  kneeling 
At  morn  or  at  night: 
Prayer  is  not  feeling 
The  presence  of  Might. 

Prayer  is  a  living, 
A  silence  ...  a  praise; 
Prayer  is  a  lifted  soul 
Through  endless  days. 

INSPIRATION 

I  never  lift  my  palms  to  open  sky 
But  little  winds  caress  them  passing  by. 

I  never  lift  my  soul  responsive  .  .  .  free  .  .  . 
But  God  draws  near  to  walk  apart  with  me. 

TO  ONE  FALLEN  .  .  .  A  BROTHER  IN  FRANCE 

There  were  no  thorns  upon  his  brow, 
No  long  steep  way  to  Calvary, 
Yet,  Christ  ...  he  gave  the  same  as  Thou 
His  life  for  all  Humanity. 
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There  was  no  cross  against  the  sky, 

Not  one  was  he  of  Trinity, 

Yet,  Christ  ...  he  lives  the  same  as  Thou 

For  man's  most  high  divinity. 

TWO  THOUGHTS 

Gaunt  stark  trees  against  a  grey  sky  blending, 
Last  perfect  fragrance  of  a  flower  breath, 
Peace  clad  in  purple  of  a  day  at  ending, 
Nothing  in  Life  so  beautiful  as  Death. 

Green  mist  of  trees  to  clear  Spring  skies  uplifting, 
Blossoms  more  lovely  for  the  pruner's  knife, 
Sweet  silent  dawns  from  night  deeps  ever  drifting, 
Nothing  in  Death  so  beautiful  as  Life. 

CRUCIFIXION 

I  have  come  up  from  the  City  of  Joy, 
The  morn  was  mist  as  I  passed  it  by, 
A  road  led  white  to  the  hills  and  now  .  .  . 
A  cross  high  raised  to  a  burnished  sky. 

I  have  come  up  from  the  City  of  Joy, 
And  Sorrow  walked  as  a  host  by  me, 
I  press  my  lips  to  the  cross  and  lo  .  .  . 
The  Christ  looks  down  from  His  agony. 

NOCTURN 

Grant  me  ...  O  Life  .  .  .  when  I  am  heavy  hearted, 
One  far  horizoned  space; 

Grant  me  ...  O  Life  ...  to  see  in  joy  departed, 
The  Vision  of  One  face. 
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Grant  me  ...  O  Life  ...  a  spot  for  my  soul's  turning, 
One  hour  of  peace  my  choice; 

Grant  me  ...  O  Life  ...  to  hear  in  this  my  yearning, 
The  whisper  of  One  Voice. 

Grant  me  ...  O  Life  .  .  .  each  day  a  far  beholding, 
Of  earth  and  sky  ...  the  whole; 
Grant  me  ...  O  Life  ...  to  feel  my  own  soul  folding, 
Close  to  One  Over  Soul. 


LIFE 

Life  is  a  day, 

A  dawn  and  a  sun  setting; 

Life  is  a  way, 

A  dream  of  past  forgetting. 

Life  is  a  robe, 
My  soul  is  wearing; 
Life  is  an  hour, 
Time's  sceptre  bearing. 

Life  is  a  star, 
Holy  and  high  endeavor; 
Life  is  the  soul, 
Limitless  forever. 


RESPONSE 

Night  and  the  purple  peace, 
Silence  deep  abroad  .  .  . 
Desire  for  far  release  .  .  . 
I  reaching  out  to  God. 
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Dawn  and  a  sudden  light, 
Holy  mystery  .  .  . 
Song  and  departed  night  .  .  . 
God  reaching  into  me. 

MY  HARP 

I  made  a  harp  of  all  my  days  long  past, 

And  strung  it  with  those  loves  I  knew  were  mine, 

Then  lifted  Memory's  hand  and  from  it  drew 

A  song  divine. 

It  sang  to  me  of  all  the  joy  I  found, 
It  sobbed  so  low  an  echo  of  my  fears, 
And  blended  in  a  harmony  of  sound, 
My  symphony  of  years. 

LINES  .  .  . 

To  fight  and  win  no  victory, 
It  is  not  loss; 

To  call  and  hear  no  answering  voice 
That,  is  the  cross. 

To  surfer  nor  to  feel  regret, 
Is  soul  sufficed; 

To  love  and  ask  not  love's  return 
That  is  the  Christ. 

A  PRAYER 

Once  I  prayed  for  prairie  places, 
Far  horizoned  wind  swept  spaces: 
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Once  I  prayed  for  mighty  din, 
A  city's  arms  to  fold  me  in : 

Once  I  prayed  the  restless  sea, 
To  call  me  out  and  mother  me: 

Once  I  prayed  a  spot  to  dwell, 
A  little  house  to  love  me  well: 

Now  my  prayer  is  .  .  .  Father,  please  .  . 
Grant  me  a  soul  as  great  as  these. 

A  RETROSPECT 

My  feet  are  weary  of  the  way, 
The  sun  shines  hot  upon  my  face, 
So  much  to  live  in  one  brief  day, 
Far  .  .  .  high  above  my  stopping  place. 

God  .  .  .  when  my  soul  full  perfect  is, 
May  I  look  back  along  the  way, 
And  know  that  every  burning  hour 
Was  not  too  great  a  price  to  pay. 

MY  AIM 

'Tis  not  my  aim  to  wear  a  laurel  crown 
Upon  my  head, 
Nor  is  it  dead, 

That  hot  desire  to  be  not  trampled  down. 

Tis  not  my  wish  to  labor  long  for  Fame 

Then  sip  her  wine, 

This  task  is  mine  .  .  . 

To  send  my  soul  out  greater  than  it  came. 
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A  PLEA 


Time  is  a  desert  place  to  me, 
A  boundless  reach  of  trackless  sands; 
This  from  the  wilderness  my  plea  .  .  . 
God,  take  my  face  between  your  hands. 

Time  is  at  midnight's  hour  for  me, 
My  soul  forever  lonely  stands; 
This  from  a  poignant  pain  my  plea  .  .  . 
God,  take  my  face  between  your  hands. 

THE  WALL 

I  came  to  a  spot  by  the  roadside  of  Life, 
A  garden  perchance  high  walled  about, 
Beauty  shut  in  and  the  world  shut  out. 

And  long  I  beat  with  my  hands  on  the  wall, 
And  beating  they  bled  from  the  cruel  stone, 
Many  passed  by  and  left  me  alone. 

Till  wounded  deep  sore  and  blinded  by  pain, 
I  stumbled  along  still  close  to  the  wall, 
And  came  to  the  gate  .  .  .  wide  open  to  all. 

Though  high  are  the  doubts  my  soul  must  meet, 

Though  battle  I  will  as  a  flesh  bound  clod, 

I  will  come  at  length  to  the  gate  .  .  .  that  is  God. 

REPARATION 

Beloved  ...  the  night  sleeps  .  .  . 
Above,  the  sky 

Is  flooded  with  the  silver  melody  of  moon. 
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Veering  on  gauzy  wings 
Of  silent  Time 

The  idle  hours  doze  to  an  Eternity  of  sleep. 

Softly  at  Nature's  gate 
Life  stands 

Whispering  her  wisdoms  to  the  listening  ear  of  God. 

Beloved,  the  night  sleeps, 
My  soul  awake 

Croons  low  a  lullaby  of  Love  unstilled. 

Visioned  with  memory 
Of  lost  desires 

The  night  air  vibrates  with  my  sobbing  call  for  you. 

Beloved  with  your  touch 
Upon  my  hand 

My  soul  turns  in  an  ecstasy  of  praise  towards  its  God. 
LINES  .  .  . 

The  rainbow  never  bends  above  the  sky 
Until  the  storm  is  done; 
The  twinkling  stars  are  never  seen  on  high 
Until  the  set  of  sun. 

The  lighthouse  sends  no  gleam  across  the  sea 
Till  night  is  on  the  land; 
Not  did  I  find  a  joy  to  walk  with  me 
Till  Pain  had  gripped  my  hand. 

PATIENCE 

Is  it  to  be  a  rose  heart  in  the  Springtime 
When  birds  are  first  attune; 
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Is  it  to  be  a  rose  heart  in  the  Springtime 
And  blossom  not  till  June? 

Is  it  to  be  a  shadow  in  the  forest 
Longing  to  kiss  the  light; 
Is  it  to  be  a  shadow  in  the  forest 
Tliat  waits  through  hours  of  night? 

Is  it  to  be  a  soul  of  faith  and  splendor, 
Breaking  earth's  earthly  bars; 
Is  it  to  be  a  soul  of  faith  and  splendor 
That  holds  commune  with  stars? 

DE  PROFUNDIS 

Life  ...  I  have  come  the  valley  through 
And  now  the  winding  way  I  tread, 
I  journey  up  the  mountain  side 
To  misted  majesty  ahead. 

Out  from  the  deeps  I  come  re-born, 
The  way  forever  upward  lies, 
I  must  go  on  till  my  free  soul 
Sights  at  the  summit  .  .  .  Paradise. 

A  SECRET 

When  I  am  tired 

It  is  my  rest 

To  seek  my  room, 

And  hide  away 

From  peering  eyes  .  .  . 

To  dream  my  dreams. 

When  I  am  tried 
It  is  my  strength 
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To  take  my  soul 
Apart  with  me, 
And  in  the  hush  . 
God  talks  with  us 


THE  LESSER  LIGHTS 


MORNING  .  .  .  AT  PROVIDENCE  HOUSE 


Night  has  crept  silently 
Beyond  the  horizon  of  sky 
And  over  the  land 
In  a  mist  magic  of  birth 
Day  comes  on ! 

Softly  as  a  dream 

And  as  lovely 

As  a  soul's  awakening 

Day  comes  on  .  .  . 

Bringing  into  being 

The  wonder  and  the  beauty 

Of  Life  ... 

Everywhere  the  holy  hush 
And  the  miracle 
And  the  rapture 

And  the  marvel  of  a  new  made  morn. 

And  in  the  Dawn 

Like  some  rare  gem 

Set  in  Eternity 

This  place  beautiful 

This  abode  of  Joy  .  .  . 

This  home  of  the  heart 

This  dwelling  of  Love  a-light. 

Out  of  the  Forever 
The  sun  arises 
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To  tap  upon  the  windows 
In  a  rose  rapture 
And  high  above 
A  circling  bird 
Emptying  its  gladness 
Into  the  waiting  silence. 
Beyond 

The  blue  waters 

Still  drowsy  with  a  slumber 

Upon  them. 

And  the  trees 

Worshippers  of  the  Dawn 

Proud  ...  and  with  hands  folded 

Chanting 

In  whispers  of  the  wind 
Slow  moving  matins. 

Within  my  heart 

Ecstasy 

And  a  praise 

And  a  high  lifting 

Of  the  spirit  .  .  . 

Humility 

And  a  blending, 

A  sweet  stirring 

Of  a  new  born  power 

Within  me. 

Everywhere 
The  knowledge, 
The  blessing, 
The  Truth  pulsing 
In  Thy  Providence 
Is  mine  inheritance! 
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MOONLIGHT  .  .  .  AT  PROVIDENCE  HOUSE 


Hush  .  .  . 
For  the  hour 

Is  holy  with  a  healing  of  the  heart. 
High 

In  the  sky 

The  moon  is  hung  .  .  . 
A  new  world 

Bright  above  the  beauty  of  the  earth. 

Everywhere 

The  silence  trailing 

As  a  soft-robed  cloister 

Praying 

Before  the  silver  crucifix 
Of  the  night: 
Everywhere 

In  the  scent  of  jasmine, 

The  low  whisper 

Of  the  leaves, 

The  swaying  shadows, 

In  that  tenderness 

Upon  a  loved  face  .  .  . 

The  wordless  echo 

Of  the  unspoken  prayer  of  a  people 

Lifting 

To  the  infinite  marvel  of  each  moment. 
Lo 

Across  the  waters 
Time  has  strung 
Her  harpstrings 
In  moonbeams  of  silver 
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And 

In  the  low  worship  of  water 
The  singing  of  the  stars 
Afar 

In  the  melody  of  memories, 
The  drifting  of  dreams, 
Grown  fearless 
Life 

Is  playing  a  love  song  to  the  Eternal. 

I  am  a  pilgrim 
Weary  of  the  world, 
Lost  to  the  loveliness 
Of  myriad  moments  .  .  . 
Blind  to  the  beauty 
And  the  privilege 
Of  living  .  .  . 
I  am  a  pilgrim 
Bowed 

Penitent  ...  yet  unafraid 
Before  the  altar  of  this  hour 
Dim  lit 

With  the  candles  of  the  Creator. 

Hush  .  .  . 
For  the  night 
Is  silent 

Before  the  sacred  shrine  of  the  spirit. 
FRAGMENTS 

1 

Three  things  I  hold  most  dear  to  Life, 
Old  dreams  to  fold  when  days  are  long, 
Bright  armored  truth  to  dare  the  strife, 
And  lifting  Love  to  make  me  strong. 
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2 


If  Sorrow  comes  to  me  in  some  disguise 
To  make  my  heart  her  dwelling  place, 
It  is  my  plea  that  I  may  never  show 
The  mark  of  Sorrow  on  my  face. 

3 

God,  you  have  filled  the  bowl  of  night  with  morn, 
And  you  have  filled  the  world  with  molten  sun, 
Yet  not  enough  that  light  should  overrun  .  .  . 
A  brimming  joy  within  my  heart  is  born. 

4 

All  the  winds  are  sobbing  in  the  leafless  Autumn  trees, 
Sobbing  for  lost  Summer  and  their  blossom  memories, 
And  I  have  listened  long  .  .  .  alas  ...  I  do  not  seem  to 
mind, 

For  all  the  soul  of  me  to-night  is  restless  as  the  wind. 

5 

Spring,  I  have  wandered  through  the  woods  with  you, 
Where  Nature  winters  weary  wait  redeems, 
And  wakes  the  loneliness  to  life  ...  so  I 
Reach  out  to  live  anew  old  cherished  dreams. 

6 

My  feet  are  on  the  steep  rough  ways, 
Safe  at  the  summit  .  .  .  'tis  my  prayer 
To  see  the  valley  of  my  days  .  .  . 
And  know  how  perfect  is  Despair. 
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7 


I  walk  alone  the  weary  moor, 

Lost  in  the  reeling  grey-hung  space; 

I  walk  alone  .  .  .  and  learn  to  lift 

To  mighty  winds  ...  a  tear  stained  face. 

8 

To-night  I  go  the  silent  shadow  ways, 
I  walk  apart  and  far  from  kindred  touch; 
Mine  is  the  pleasure  and  the  pain  .  .  .  alas  .  . 
Of  loving  over  much. 

9 

Should  Sorrow  one  day  lead  me  out 
From  you,  dear  heart  ...  in  that  last  hour 
I  would  fling  backward  every  doubt  .  .  . 
And  leave  you  Laughter  in  a  flower. 

10 

I  would  live  with  laughter  much, 

I  would  walk  apart  with  woe, 

I  would  feel  that  kindred  touch, 

Learn  to  say  ...  I  know  ...  I  know  .  .  . 

11 

Flowers  bloom  along  the  hedgerow, 
Breezes  play  amid  the  grass, 
Soft  my  spirit  stands  on  tiptoe 
Waiting  for  young  Love  to  pass. 
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12 


In  the  morn  the  dew  gleams, 
In  the  night  the  stars, 
In  my  heart  the  new  dreams 
Cover  up  old  scars. 

13 

The  long  hot  day  has  pulsed  unto  its  close, 
And  outward  to  eternal  guerdon  goes, 
When  I  have  lived  enough  and  won  my  fight  .  .  . 
Life  .  .  .  lead  me  out  to  the  still  deeps  of  night. 

14 

There  is  one  truth  of  life  I  know 
That  we  must  learn  to  gain  our  prize: 
We  cannot  rise  unless  we  grow 
And  growing  cannot  fail  to  rise. 

15 

Hark  .  .  .  afar  in  boundless  spaces 
Measureless  hush  a-glisten, 
Night  is  singing  her  stars  to  sleep, 
As  Dawn  draws  nigh  to  listen. 

16 

There  is  one  star  to  bright  the  night, 
1  There  is  one  thought  that  strength  inspires, 
There  is  one  truth  to  dare  the  fight  .  .  . 
Each  soul  is  high  as  its  desires. 
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FALLEN 


I  am  down  on  the  ground 
With  my  face  to  the  dirt; 
I  am  down  on  the  ground 
And  my  soul  is  sore  hurt. 

I  am  down  on  the  ground 
With  the  soil  on  my  hands; 
And  my  garment  is  stained  .  .  . 
God  .  .  .  understands. 

I  am  down  on  the  ground 
Yet  at  length  I  will  rise 
With  high  hope  in  my  heart 
And  new  light  in  my  eyes. 

I  am  down  on  the  ground 
In  the  pain  of  re-birth; 
There  is  courage  and  strength 
In  the  pulse  of  the  earth. 

I  am  down  on  the  ground 
And  my  soul  is  sore  hurt; 
I  am  down  on  the  ground 
With  my  face  to  the  dirt. 

A  WISH 

I'd  like  to  make  my  life  a  bridge, 
Betwixt  to-day  and  the  to-morrow, 
For  some  worn  hearts  to  find  through 
A  span  across  their  vale  of  sorrow. 

I'd  like  to  make  my  soul  a  gleam 
A  far  flung  glow  of  tender  laughter, 
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That  I  might  light  some  wearied  one 
From  here  out  to  the  dim  Hereafter. 

COURAGE 

Help  me  to  cheer  .  .  .  O  soul  .  .  . 

On  that  glad  day 

When  rank  upon  rank  amassing 

The  brave  return, 

Help  me  to  cheer  them  in  passing. 

Help  me  to  see  ...  O  soul  .  .  . 

On  that  glad  day, 

In  proud  ecstasy  breathless 

My  brave  march  by  .  .  . 

One  of  the  army  forever  deathless. 

FAILURE 

There's  never  a  rose  but  has  its  thorn 
And  it  hurts  the  hand  in  holding; 
There's  never  a  thorn  but  has  its  rose 
From  a  bud  to  bloom  unfolding. 

There's  never  a  way  but  has  its  steeps 
With  the  stones  dust  covered  bruising; 
And  there's  never  a  loss  but  has  its  gain 
If  the  heart  lifts  high  in  the  losing. 

ICI  REPOSE 

I  am  tired 
1  For  the  long  day  is  over; 
I  am  glad 

For  the  day's  work  is  done; 
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Can  I  say 

The  fight  was  fought  rightly 
And  is  won. 

May  I  say 

Of  my  days  at  their  death  time; 
I  am  glad 

That  the  deeps  I  did  touch; 
I  am  tired 

And  though  ready  for  resting 
I  lived  much. 

UNCONQUERED  .  .  . 

You  woke  the  morn  with  laughter 
That  ran  along  the  day; 
A  hundred  others  caught  it  up 
And  cried  .  .  .  She  is  so  gay! 

You  woke  the  morn  with  laughter, 
I  turn  my  face  away, 
That  you  see  not  the  blinding  tears, 
Because  you  are  so  gay. 

RECOMPENSE  .  .  . 

He  only  stayed  a  little  while  to  bless  us 
Then  turned  to  other  ways; 
But  now  for  us  a  Memory  is  sweeter 
Because  of  those  blest  days. 

We  never  knew  the  little  soul  he  cherished, 

And  when  he  left  we  cried; 

But  now  for  us  Eternity  is  holding 

A  dream  that  Life  denied. 
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QUEST 


Little  path  of  sunset  goldness, 

Twixt  the  clouds  of  grey, 

Would  my  feet  were  Heavenward  straying 

On  thy  magic  way. 

Little  soul,  I'd  make  you  gladsome, 
Decked  in  bright  array, 
Forth  we'd  fare  the  world  together  .  .  . 
Gold  betwixt  the  grey. 

A  PASSING 

You  passed  me  to-day  on  the  street, 
Little  stranger  face, 
Winsome  wistful  and  sweet; 
Lo  .  .  .  something  far  seeing 
Awoke  in  my  being  .  .  . 
Sprang  into  space. 

You  passed  me  to-day  on  the  street, 

Little  stranger  face; 

Life,  what  can  complete 

The  sudden  glad  turning 

The  sob  and  deep  yearning, 

The  quick  lost  embrace! 

You  passed  me  to-day  on  the  street  .  .  . 
A  little  stranger  face. 

UNBORN 

So  much  I  feel  in  the  soul  that  I  am, 
Pleasure  and  purpose  and  pain; 
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So  much  I  find  in  the  world  where  I  dwell 
Service  and  work  and  gain. 

So  much  I  live  in  the  soul  that  I  am, 
Joy  lifted  ...  sob  filled  .  .  .  and  torn; 
So  much  to  know  in  the  world  where  I  dwell, 
So  much  of  me  unborn. 

TWO  OF  ME 

Two  of  me  .  .  .  and  one  of  the  earth  .  .  . 
One  .  .  .  that  the  times  and  the  trials  have  made 
Ready  to  fight  to  the  very  last 
Dauntless  and  unafraid. 

Two  of  me  .  .  .  and  one  of  the  Dawn  .  .  . 
One  ...  of  the  mystery  beyond  the  night 
Reaching  forth  through  the  dark  of  years 
God  born  and  Love  alight. 

LIGHTS  ACROSS  THE  SNOW 

The  night  is  cold  and  dreary 
As  westward  home  I  go; 
Till  from  a  cottage  gleaming 
Come  lights  across  the  snow. 

The  shadows  run  to  meet  them, 
The  night  stoops  to  embrace; 
While  sweet  voiced  Joy  is  singing 
Through  dark  unfathomed  space. 

Oh  drear  dark  vale  of  winter, 
Where  winds  and  tempests  blow; 
There  will  come  to  my  soul  night 
Soft  lights  across  the  snow. 
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A  MUSING 


Are  you  never  cold  in  the  sky  dear  moon, 
In  the  vast  expanse  of  darksome  space; 
Are  you  never  sad  in  the  night  my  moon 
And  long  for  the  touch  of  a  star  embrace? 

Do  you  sometimes  cry  in  the  dark  lone  moon, 
Cry  into  your  blanket  of  mystic  blue; 
Or  do  you  laugh  in  the  sky  dear  moon, 
With  angels  near  by  to  talk  to  you? 

COURAGE 

With  the  head  held  high  and  the  soul  set  free 
As  the  first  light  leaping  the  skies  of  morn, 
A  trembling  hush  ere  the  song  is  born, 
Such  is  the  courage  of  Victory. 

With  the  head  bowed  low  and  the  soul  a  snare 
As  a  starless  night  and  the  hours  numb, 
All  tainted  space  .  .  .  but  the  lips  are  dumb  .  . 
Such  is  the  courage  of  Despair. 


[77] 


! 


The  True  Story 

OF 

Theodocia 
Pearce 

*   *  * 

This  is  the  story  of  Theodocia  Pearce 
and  her  dreams,  and  how  she  has  come 
to  realize  them  out  in  the  world  amid 
the  multitudes.  Theodocia  Pearce  is 
not  yet  very  old,  but  she  has  done  a 
great  deal  of  living.  She  has  known 
affliction  of  the  kind  which  brings 
defeat  to  any  but  a  strong  spirit.  At 
an  early  age  she  was  affected  with 
meningitis,  which  left  her  in  the  great 
dark  of  blindness.  And  she  was  quite 
lame.  But  what  of  it?  Helen  Keller's 
"Story  of  My  Life"  was  read  to  her,  and  in  that  dark  the  child  saw  a  light  shining,  a 
light  of  hopes  and  aspirations.  If  Helen  Keller  could  master  the  darkness,  then  so 
could  she.  In  time,  however  sight  was  partly  restored  to  her,  and  she  went  through 
her  school  days  happy  and  cheerful,  but  not  without  much  struggle  and  suffering.  In 
her  high  school  days  she  began  to  write,  taking  a  course  in  short'story  work.  One 
day  she  dared  to  slip  a  story  into  the  mail-box,  and  two  weeks  later  came  an  accept- 
ance from  The  Canadian  Magazine  of  Toronto,  Ontario,  along  with  ten  dollars. 
But  it  looked  like  a  thousand  to  the  young  writer.  When  she  had  completed  her 
high  school  work  she  went  on  a  long  pleasure  trip  with  her  father,  but  misfortune 
pursued  her,  for  she  became  entirely  deaf.  Again  she  turned  to  the  great  achieve- 
ment of  Helen  Keller  for  her  strength  and  inspiration,  reading  to  herself  through 
many  long,  silent  hours  all  the  books  that  great  woman  had  written.  Out  of  the 
battle  and  bewilderment  of  those  days  she  dared  to  write  out  her  heart  to — her 
Ideal.  And,  oh — wonders  of  wonders — back  came  a  letter  of  love  and  consolation 
from  Helen  Keller,  and  there  followed  six  years  of  beautiful  friendship  before  they 
met.  One  sunshiny  June  morning  she  landed  at  "The  Big  Noise,"  as  she  calls 
New  York  City,  and  went  at  once  to  the  home  of  Helen  Keller  on  Long  Island.  It 
was  a  never-to-be-forgotten  meeting.  And  out  of  that  meeting  Theodocia  Pearce 
determined  to  tackle  New  York  and  to  win  out  somehow.  The  first  year  in  the 
city  was  a  test  of  her  endurance  and  courage.  John  Phillips,  then  editor  of  The 
Red  Cross  Magazine,  bought  her  first  story  and,  on  the  strength  of  that,  she  began 
for  him  a  whole  series  of  family-life  tales.  These  she  has  woven  together  into — 
her  first  book — The  Everlasting  Beauty. 

Joe  Mitchell  Chapple,  The  "Hational  Magazine. 


